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arrangement with the Pathe Exchang
eeks will present a novelized version of a pho

expose of existing social and economic ills. The pictures will be shown at
®  Thursday following the day of publication,

“The West Virginian each Saturday

3

for a'nuinber of

¥ >

play, the scenario of which was written iff Mrs. Wilson
Woodrow. These stories will each be complete in themselves, but the whole will consist*of a powerful

the Ideal Theatre on the

FOURTEENTH STORY
- The Irony of Justice,

o -t begnn on THnlloween—on the
. Bight when Tom Morrissey finlshed
his apprenticeship amd  recelved a
union card ap n full-ledged Journey-
man printer. With the eard he had
recelved a job In the big shop where
his apprenticeship hnd been served,
It was n splendid job, too, for a
B boy of twenty—a job that would seare
£ away the bogey of poverty which had
" haunted Tom ever since the day, twn
years earlier, when his father had
| sdled, leaving his only son with a wid-
:;. / owed mother and a pretly sister to
b support.
To.i. Morrissey was hurrying home
right gleefully, from the shop when,
k=2 rounding a corner, he came upon a
I group of hoys who were dancing
"} around a Iiallowe'en bonfire, The
: blaze roared merrily. The hoys greet-
g~ ed with cheers ench new member of
3 thelr group who arrived with an arm-
ful of fresh fuecl.
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5 The cheers swelled to a howl of de-

light, as two young fellows ran to-
ward the fire from a side street, earry-

" . Ing between them a big wooden gate

I
|

byhole, Tom turned flercely to young
Rokeson :

“What did you tell that lie for?" he !
demanded. “Why did you say you
saw me steanl the gate?”

“What did you trlp me for, as I
ncked past you? countered Henry,
with equal fiercenesy. “And then why
did you grab me and hold me till the
cop could eatch up with us?"

“I didn't!" eried Tom. “You stnm-
bled on the curb, Just in front of me.
I wag trying to help you up, when—"

The door of their cell swung open.
The lieutenant sind the doorman and
n well-dressed man in eivillan elothes
stood In the dim-lt corridor onutside,
Tom recognized the clvilinn as Ilinkle
Rokeson, whom heé had often seen on
the street. i

The erstwhile austere leutenant
wnr positively wriggling with embar-
rassment o8 he addressed Henry Iloke-
son,

“Mr. Rokeson,” he =aid, “Officer
Hurding made one of his honehead
brenks when he arrested you. I hope
you'll accept the apologles of the po-
lice department.”

Next morning (on the testimony of
Patrolman Harding) a wise and just
maglstrate—former law partoer of
Hinkle Rokeson—solemnly imposed a
fine of ten dollars upon ‘Tom Morris-

|
{

| sey, adding a lecture and an admoni-

E they had dexteronsly lifted from its'
g place in front of some unguarded
} house.

As the two gante stealers trotted for-
e ward and cast their burden on the fire,
35 .Tom recognized one of them ns Henry '

. Rokeson, a youth several years older
g than himseclf—son of the town's fore-
1, most lawyer-politicinn.

Tom also saw what none of the bon-
fire-bullders at first noted.  Namely,
that a policeman (who evidently had
watched the gate robbers from a dis-
tance) was running townrd the merry-
makers.

Before Tom could call & warning,
& /" the policeman charged down upon the
* lads. One of them yelled: “Beat ft!"
and the group melted as If by magic.
T One of them—IHenry Rokeson—
" dashed across the street toward the
invitingly open entrance to an alley.
As he ran past Tom, his toe caught

AR

ot ven

‘sprawled heudlong.
Tom stoopxl to 1ift young Nokeson
to his feet. Dut the moment's delay

overtnke him, The bluecont nahhed
Henry by the collar, shaking him Into
submission. In the snme moveent he
selzed Tom Morrissey.

“In the name of the lnw ' sputtered
the officer. “And If either of you re-
sist, I'll pull my zun on you 1 saw

¢, the two of you pinch thut gnte.”

*You did not,” denied Tom, Indig-
mantly. “I'm just on my way from
the shop. 1 stopped here, n second,

" to watch—"

“You dldn't ree me do It," declared
Henry Rokeson. “I was on my way
home from my father's cfce, when I
noticed this fellow and another boy

tween them, when—"

"~ “You saw me dolng that?" gasped
Tom Incredulously.

- “I did,” -reiterated Henry, “and.I'm
ready to swear to it. I—"

“Come along, the both of youl!"
broke in the policeman. *You ecan
tell it tomorrow to the judge.

At the town's single police. statlon

. The Little Household Was Ideally
£ | Happy.

.. were arralgned before n grumpy lien-
lenart and then consigned to the same
eell.
. Henry Rokeson, by means of a five-
- dollar tip to the doorman, had a tele-
" phone message sent to his father. Tom
Morrissey, not wanting to worry his
mother and slster, made no effort to
send’ word to them.

As soon as he and his cellmate were
oft alone toletlm\!n thelr barred cub-

- on the edge of the curb, and he

‘had been enough for the policeman to .

tion that next time it would go harder
with the young criminal. !
L ] L] L ] L] L ] L ] L]

The four ensuing yenrs brought |
peace and simple prosperity to the |
Morrissey  housechold.  Tom  worked
hard and efficlently at his trade. |

As a result he was able to huy on |
Installments a pretty cottnge on 1lud- |
son lane, where he installed ks in- !
valid mother and sister, Mahel. l

The Httle houschold in the Hudson |
lane cottage was ldenlly happy. The |
sickly mother, in her own home at Inst |
und with her beloved flower-beds to |
keep her outdoors, grew dally strnng—'
er. Muabel, studying at the normul |
school, grew Into graceful and beauti- |
ful young wornnnhood. |

Tom, in his free hours, helped his®
mother with her tiny flower gurdens
and Mabel with her lessons, or taught |
new tricks to his flufty yellow mongrel
puppy, “lluteh.” He wus gloribusly |
content with life.

Iudson lnne hacked u'p ngninst Har-
vard street, the town's most preten-
tlous thoroughfare. Thus, Tom's buck
garden wus separated only by a plcket
fence and hedge from the rear grounds
of a huge and showy mansion that
stoodd on Harvard street. This man- |
slon’s grounds, indeed, ran back all ;
the way to ITudson Iane, on both sides |
of Tom's little patch of land. |

The mansion was owned by Hinkle
Rokeson. At the extreme rear of his

. krounds, fronting on Hudson lane, he

golng townrd the fire, with a gate be-

maintained his kennel of prize-winnlng
oulldogs.

One June afternoon, a few minutes
hefore six o'clock. Tom Morrissey re-
turned from work.

In the garden Mrs. Morrissey and

+ Mabel were bending over a flower bed,

{(under the city hall) the two boys ! kigs

rearranging some uprooted nasturtium
plants, '

His mother, looking up from her
task at the i.ower bed, met his smile
nnd called out a word of tender wel-
come to him,

“We dldn't expect you home so ear- |
ly," she sald as Tom bent down to
her and to run a playfully effec- |
tlonate hand through, Mabel's curly
halr. |

“Why are you replanting the nns- |
turtiums?' asked her son. “They |
seemed to be doing so well,” i

“They were," said Mnbel, “but to- |
day some of those prize chickens of

-

At sight of his master, the great! Introduction to Mabel followed.

paws brushed against Henry's flannel

| trousers, leaving dusty marks on the

white cloth.
Henry, with an exasperated curse
at the affectionate brute's awkward-

foot and delivered a tremendous kick
on the dog's throat. Both father and
#on chuckled with lnughter as Cham-
pion Colhorn tumbled prone into the

|| dust, under the eruel Impact, and then

limped crestfallen back into his ken-
nel.

Tom went on with his planting. A
minute later, Mabel emerged from the

i cottage. Calling out a cheery good-by
{ to her brother, she walked down the

ehort garden path to the street gate.

| Tom's yellow puppy had followed her
' from the honse and now frisked along
| In front of her, gleeful In the prospect

of a walk., But at the gate she sent
him back, enlling:

“No, no, Hutehie! Go back to mas-
ter. You can't walk with me this eve.
ning." L

Chagrined, but optimistle, the puppy

dog bounded forward, wagging his | o
| stumpy tall In joyous greeting, leaping | meet the man who had once done her; “On his own doorstep,” was the
up at Henry for caress. His splayed |

| ness, swung back one buckskin-clad |

obeyed. He trotted over to Tom. The |
by putted him on  the hend, then |
went on working. The puppy, finding '

no one had time to play with him,

decided to go for a walk on his own |

neeount.

He rin to the gate. Mabel had
negiected to close it tghtly, A fow
selentitic butts of Hutel's furry nose
pushed it open wide enough for him
to wriggle ont.

Mabel wns no longer In sight on
Hudson lane, having turned the cor-
ner a hlock ahove. TTuteh eantered on
In happy search for adventure, He

| wag not long In finding it,

Tom heard Tlenry Hokeson say, In
amused excitement to the kennel man:
“Let Champlon Colborn out ngaln.
Quick! And open the pgnte in the

hedge that leads into Hudson -lane,”

Ta his father, Rokeson explained @

“That mongrel yellow mutt of Mor-
rissey’s is ont on the sidewalk. Watch
syne fun!"

Tom jumnped to his feet and ran to
hia own gate. But, fast as he ran,

Mabel was anything but happy to

|1 want. Did he attack you on the
| street or In—7"

| tust innecuuon of your unhappy

Ibrnthm I am anxipus to make
|amends. Won't you give me the

brother such & bad turn. But Henry sulky admission, “and I struck him |chance? If not for my own sake for

Rokeson could. be extremely fascinat-
Ing when he chose,

In less than ten minutes 3Mabel
found her early resentment against

first.”
| “Good Lord! Were there wit.
nesses?”

“There wns—a witness," muttered

| your sick mother's? Falthfully yours,
| “HENRY ROKESON."

| Mabel thrust the letter into the
bosom of her blouse. She was desper-

him fading to pothingness, He was Henry, a vislon of Mabel's fear-strick- ate over her mother's illness. Much

magunetie, brilliant, altogether delight-
ful—to her unsophisticated way of
thinking.

When the lust danoce was over he

en face rising before him.

| “And you want me to get him jailed
. for that!" stormed his father in dis-
| gust. “Why, man, you'll be lucky if

‘a8 she loathed the idea of accepting
help from Henry Rokeson, or of ald-
Ing him to lessen his very just re-
| morse, she felt she had no right to de-

begged leave to take the girl to her he doesn't swear out a warrant | cline the offer. Her mother's life

home in his runabout. Reluctantly-and
agninst her wiser Impulses, she con
sented,

When the all-too-brief ride ended at
the Morrissey gate, Henry helped Ma-
bel from the car and walked up the
path to the porch at her side.

Tom had found Mabel's latchkey on
the hall table. Knowing she had for
gotten it, he had sat up to open the
froot door for her. Now, hearing the
motor stop, he looked out of an upper
window., To his smaze, he saw his

sister coming toward the house with |

the last man In the world with whom
he would have expected to see her,

He ran downstalrs to the front door |

1o let Mabel In,

Meantime, she and Henry had
paused at the top of the front steps,
while the girl groped in her handbag
for the forgotten latchkey.

Henry Rokeson, scarce knowing
what he did, threw his arms about her.
She wrenched herself free, with an ex-
clamation of alarm just as Tom openeid

the door. Meonry, blind to all except:

his love for her, cried out:
“"Sweethenrt, I love you! I want you
to marry me!"
He caught her again In his arms,

As he did so he felt himself whirled |

backward and away from her with a

‘ force that sent him bnoglng nguinst a

post of the veranda.

In front of him stood Tom Morri
gey, white and coldly resolute.

“Keep your hands off my sister,”
commanded Tom, very quletly. “Wa
dn not want men of your sort around
our home. Please go."

“Go7" bellowed Henry, insane rnge
gripping him at this interruption to
bis love-mnking, and at the humlilia-

“Keep Your Hands Off My Sister!”
Champion Colborn ran faster, Tom tlon to which he had just heen sup-

wias just In time to see the gigantle
white bulldog dart out into Hudson
Iane and fing himself upon the un-
suspectingly frisking little mongrel
puppy.

There was a deep-throated growl,
followed at once by an almost human
serenm of mortal agony. Then in re-
sponse to his master’s laughing sum-

Jected In the presence of the fright-
ened girl. "Go, eh? 1 go or stay as I
please. You've seen how I treat mon-
grel enrs. Take warning by it

He mistook Tom's calm self-control
for cowardice, and enforced his angry
retort by a smashing blow at Morris-
sey's face.

But Tom, sidestepping the blow,

against you!"™

{  "“He won't,” sald Henry briefly, “and

{if I am going to Vienna, he must be
sent to jall before I go." -

' “It's a blg order,” reflected his fath-
er. “We must tnke time to think up
some wany. I see none, yet."

' The very next afternoon both the

| Rokesons “saw the way."

| Tom, coming home from work, found

! six’ of the Rokeson chickens busily

despolling his mother’s flower garden,

He chused them across the yard.

Five of them flew over the hack
fence, but one seemed Inclined to jump
back into the Morrissey yard.

Tom, In exnsperation, picked up a

! stone and flung it at the bird, to

hasten its departure. The stone missed i

its mark nand whizzed over into the
Rokeson grounds.

By a luckless fate, Henry Rokeson
. and his father chanced to be strolllng,
side by side, toward the kennels. The
rundom-flying stone struck the elder
Rokeson sharply in the face, cuttlng
the skin slightly, and bruising the sur-
rounding flesh.

"“Oh, I'm so sorry!" called Tom, In
quick contrition, “It was an accldent.
It_ll

“It was an accident,” Interrupted
Rokeson, turning in grim trlumph to
his son, and stanching the few drops
! of blood on his cut cheek, “that will

send you to Vienna, Henry, my boy.
| You witnessed the assaunlt.”

| “I surely did!” cried Henry, t‘ntﬂl-1

ing the [dea. -

An hour Inter, Tom Morrissey was
(arrested on a warrant charging him
with “assnult with Intent to kilL"™

Tom found himself railronded
to state's prison on a two-year
sentence—with a suddenness that left
him bewlldered and Lreathless.

Nor, thanks to the Rokeson influ-
| ence, did he go to prison, unrecom-
1mende|l. The warden—nanother Roke-
son  appointee—wns  informed that
'Tom was an unwontedly brutal and

!hardened eriminnl and that Tokeson |

i would llke to see him well disciplined.
| That was Tom Morrissey’s introdue-
| tion to a living death—to extra “hard
| lnbor"—to extra penalties, to a course
{of treatment warranted to crush the
i hardiest spirit, in short, to the mercy
| of the merciless.

Tom was released from prison at
| the end of his term, and was sent back
|to his native town with the knowl-
|edge that the Rokeson-ruled police
| had Instructions to watch him as a
| dungerous character,

! HlIs once-buoyant step had taken on
]! the “prison drag.” His formerly square
shoulders were bent. His tanned and
ruddy complexion was sallow. His
eyes were Inck-luster and as hopeless
| as those of a beaten dog. His heart
| wag dend within him. On his flesh
| were sears that hore witness to name-
| less cruclities.
| Thus marred, boly and soul, he was
turned out upon a worl that had been
forewarned to shun or punish him.
| In short, he was an ex-convict. And
| hundreds, just like him, are sent forth
| from prisons, every day, t» take up
ngoin the burden of life with just the
i smne hideous handicap.
! Another event of local importance
i accurred on the day of Tom's release.
Henry Nokeson came home from Vien-
na. His term of service, as attache

| there, had expired. His father had |

died six months earller. And Henry
had come back to take into his hands
the reins of civic and financial power

{ that had slipped from Hinkle Roke- !

| son's dend fingers.

wons, the bulldog jogged back Into | landed a short-arm left hander be-| He made lnquirles about Mabel,

the Rokeson grounds.
On the sldewnlk lay a pitifully
moveless little mass of yellow fluff
Tom went ont Into Hudson lane, ten-
derly plicked up the lifeless body of

his loved pet,-and bore it back Into
his own yard, smoothing out the rum- |

pled yellow fur as he wnlked.
In Tom Morrissey’'s heart was no
rancor of vengefulness.

He did not want his mother to see |-

|the Rokesons got out of their coop MHutch's twisted body, lest the sight

and flew over the fence into our yard |

make her ecry. Eo, getting a spade,

|and scratched up every nasturtium | he burled his four-footed chum under

I

.| the Rokeson grounds in which the ken-

in the whole bed. Wasn't it horrid?" |

“Too bLad!" sympathized Tom, “but |
I'll replant the rest of them, now that |
I'm here. You and Mabel rest on the |
porch and do the ‘heavy looking on.'" |

""Heavy looking on, indeed!” scoffed '
his mother, “Do you renlize I have |

J|. | the supper to get ready? There will |
.| be only you and I to eat it tonight.

Mabel is golng to supper at the Payn-
ters!l And afterward she and Elsle |
Paynter are golng to a dance at the |
pavillon."

As he bent to his garden work, Tom |
heard two men's volces in conversu- |
tion on the far side of the picket fence !
that divided his lot from the end of |

nels were situated. He recognized the
volces as those of Hinkle Rokeson and
Henry. They were evidently inspect-
Ing the kennels,

“Bring out old Champlon Colborn," |
Tom presently heard Heary order the
kennel man. “I want to look at that |
barbed-wire scratch on his ahnnlder."l

Tom, turning his head, saw the ken- |
nel man open a heavy-wire door In !
one of the enclosures. Out trotted a |
massive white bulldog, perhaps elghty
pounds In weight, huge muscles bulg-

lng through the surface of his glos-
&Y whita hida.

n big rose bush in a corner of the
porch. :
- [ ] L ] ] » - -

Mabel had a better time than she
bad expected at the pavilion dance
that evening.

The first check to her pleasure came
about ten o'clock when Elsle Paynter's
brother brought up a man to be Intro-
duced to her. Elsle’s white forehend
puckercd Iuto a slight frown of dis-
pleasure as she recognlzed the new-
comer. He was Henry Rokeson.

For more than a year Henry's eyes

had followed Mubel's dainty figure with

open admiration as she passed him on
the rtreet. He had at lnst admitted

Ito himself that he wns genulnely In

love with this girl whom he had never
even met, He had taken to spending
much time near his own slde the boun-
dary fence, when he saw her at work
in the Morrissey garden. Thus It was
that he had heard that afternoon of
her Intention to go with Elsle Paynter
to the pavilion dance.

Henry had Inild his own plans as
cordingly. He had gone to the dance,
had, with some difliculty, found out
that the man who escorted the two

girls was Elsie's brother, and had, ||

by a dint of a good deal of diplomacy,
nicknd an acouaintanrs with him. The

tween his assallant's eyes,

ITe struck too high to score a knock-
out. But he broke the hridge of llen-
ry's nose and sent him reeling buck-

ward under the tralned muscular drive

of his fist,
Henry's reeling feet missed the top

step. le fell sprawling into the bram- |
bly heart of the very rose bush under |

which poor little Hutch lay burled.

Palnfully Henry Rokeson crawled to |

| through a detedtive agency. And, with- |

' in two hours, e had learned the unin-
spirlng history of the girl's life during
the past two years.

Tom's trial—fruitless as his defense
| hnd proven—hed enten deep Into his
snvings, On his departure to prison
the little cottage had, been given up
by his mother and sister; since they
i could no longer contlnue paying the
loan assoclation’s instalments upon It

'm!ght depend on it.
| Up the long stairs to their tenement
| home she hurried, forcing herself to

{
[}

|

|

|
| Her Mother’s Life Might Depend on It

. smile cheerily as she entered her moth-
er's room. AS S0OD N8 SUppEr was
ieaten and cleared away, she made an
| BXcuse to go out.
| Two minutes later Tom came home.
| Opeolng the door of the snite he
|looked about him in horror at the
squalld poverty of the rooms. Then
with a cry of “Mother! Mother!" he
| lung himself upon his koees at Mrs.
» Morrisey's bedside.
| With his mother's arms about his
| neck and his mother's dear voice whis-
| pering love words in his enr, he was,
1for the moment, almost happy; far
| the first time in two fearful years.
| Presently, he nsked:
,  “Where Is Mabel?”
{ "“She had to go out to see about a
| position,” sald his mother. “She will
he beck In a little while. Go to the
kitchen and get yourself some supper.”
As he crossed the kitchen Tom's

|eye fell upon a crumpled letter that |

{lay on the floor where it had dropped
Ifrom Mabel's blouse, He picked It up
—its envolope was gone—and his eye
fell on Henry Rokeson's signature. In
nobelleving dismay he read the mis-
|sive. Then, snatching up his hat be
i rushed from the house.

i Mabel, arriving at the Rokeson man-
slon, was conducted by a inman servant
{to the library where Henry sat await-
ing her. He rose eagerly to greet
jher. She Ignored his outstretched
|hand and sald ;oldly in reply to his
| fervid greeting:

“You safd you had a position to
|offer me. If it 18 within my power
| to accept it, T must do so. My moth-
er's life depends on it. What Is the
position, plense?”

“I want you to be my wife," he an-
swered, abruptly. *“I love you. I
have always loved you. As my wife
you will have enough money to—"

“You wrote about a ‘position’,’ she
| Interrupted, unheeding. “Please tell
me what It ‘s"”

“The position of my wife. I—"

“I wonld rather starve,” she retort-
| ed, turpning to leave the room.  "Good
night.”
| She made as though to pnss through
i the doorway. But he clasped her io
his arms, imploring her to reconsider,
im-nd declaring over and over his ad-
{ miration for her. She struggled valn-
i1y to free herself. Thelr swaylng and
interlocked figures were silhouetted
for an instant against a lowered win-
dow shade. ‘

At the same moment a step sounded
on the veranda outside. A haud
|tugged at the fastenings of the win-
{dow. Henry switched off the lights,
|drnnod Mabel from the room and
| thrust her out of the house by the
| front doorway. Then, calling his valet,
{he ran back into the Mlbrary ond
turned on the light again just as Tom
i:lorrluey burst in through the win-
| dow,

“Where {s my sister, you hound?”

his feet, holding two very badly|They had moved to a cheap three- | yalled Tom, springing at him.. “What
scratched hands over his broken nose. | room suite in h poor quarter of the | have you done with her?”
In his heart blazed a murderously | town. And Mabel had sought work In| He grappled flercely with Henry,

undying hatred for his conqueror, Glar-
ing up at Tom, from between his p-f
fing and blackened lids, Henry gasped
incoherently :

“I'll get you for that! T'll get you,

If 1t takes my last breath and my fath- [

er's last dollar and last scrap of influ-
ence. I'll get you!"

Heory Rokeson—dlsheveled, his faca
distorted with swelling and with fury
—atamped Into his father's study,
three minutes later,

“Look at me!” he gurgled, choking.
1y. "“Look at me! That Morrissey
swine did this. He—"

His father broke into amazed ques
tloning. But Hen:? cut him short.

“You've been wanting me to accept
that chance to go to Vienna, ns at-
tache to the United Stutes embnssy
there. , I didn’t want to go, In spite of
your saying it meant a blg career for
me. I don't want to, even yet. But
T'll make a hargaln with you: Tl go
to. Vienna, without any further kick,
/it you will find a way, first, to send
‘Morrissey to jail. Get him a prison
'sentence for what he's done to me, and
IT'll start for Vienna the day after he's
|sentenced."

“T'll do it!" sald the elder Rokeson
|eagerly, “I ought to have pull enongh
lin this town to =at nretty maoch what

| a neighboring box factory.

| And now a new complication had

arisen. Mrs, Morrisey, always dell- |

| cate, had fallen serlously ill. The
doctor had sald that nothing but =
year in the Adirondacks could save
| her. And “a yenr In the Adirondacks"
{ I1s not pald for out of the wages of a
' box factory operative,

All this, Henry Rokeson learned,
and smiled contentedly as he heard
the report. Then he wrote a note and
dispatched it to Mabel at the box fac.
tory by his own valet.

Mabel was starting for home at the
end of a hard day's work, when the
! note was handed to her. She read it
as she walked homeward. Half alond,
1 and In crass wonder, she read:

“Dear Miss Morrisey: I have just
returned from Europe, and chanced to
hear, this noon, of yomur financial
plight. If you will do me the honor
to call at my house at 8:80 this eve-
ning, I should like to talk over with
¥You a position that I have in mind—a
position that will bring you in more
than enough money to send your moth-
er to the Adirondacks.

“I trust yon will avail yourself of
this opportunity, as it will permit me
to atone, In part, for the past, and to
nraova mw ragret for my father's une

!ul:lnl him by the throat as though
| seeking to tear the truth from him.
The valet s.atched up a chair and
| brought 1t crashing down upon Tom's
head. Tom, stunned and helpless, col-
lapsed to the floor.

His first thought, when he came to
his senses, an hour later, In a police
station cell, was:

“I ¢an't tell the truth about it
without bringing Mabel's name into
the story. For her sake I must keep
silent.”

8ix weeks later Tom Morrisey—
tried and convicted on charge of
housebrecking and assaunlt—faced a
Judge; for the third time in his twen-
ty-five years of life.

“Thomas Morrisey,” sald the judge,
solemnly, “a jury of your peers has
found you guilty. This is your third
conviction In six years. You are a
hardened and confirmed criminal. It
I8 my painful duty to sentgnce you to
2 minimum of twenty ' impris-
onment at hard labor.”

And not only the Rokeson's and
thelr kind are to blame in similar
situations but many more must
the burden when really is deter-
mined, “Who's Guilty?"

(END OF “WHO'S GUILTII" BE-
RIES)

s

share | A- O. MARTIN, Main

i MORRIS NEWS CO,, Mai
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In many counties in the 8o
tier of this state, stick weeds
done thousands of dollars‘of

to valuable farm lands.
in places have became 80 |

next legislature to pass a law;
ing their destruction. :

The Virginian Power |
through its general manager, H
Scott, has announced that ita

=

&t Cabin Creek Junction which
damaged by the filood recently,

horse-power each. The plant
tains two units of 10,000 k
fer each and to operate them
000 tons of coal annually,

According to an opinfon of th
Virginia supreme court of B
holidays, In a certain sense, Are
tended judical days. The question
! disposed of when the higher col
| atdrmed the circuit court of Tyl
| connty in its decision in the case
| Bennett against the Farmers Mutul
| Fire association. In writing the opl
fon in this case, Judge Georga
fenbarger says: "It it so happens
a rule day of a clreuit court
on & holiday and a term of/
begins on nevt day, the rules; ext
through such next day by virtua
the postponement-of extension,
the rule days of a court extend i
a term. as in this case, the office’
ment entered thereat does nmot
final until the last day of the
succeeding the one so invaded’
rules and it cannot be pro
tered as final in the absence
defendant, until such sue
term."”

The last stretch of unoccupl
er frontage on the Ohié river b
Pittsburgh and Wheeling {8 abo
he opened up, accol g to a
nouncement made by Ralph W. Cg
Industrial Agent, Pennsylvania I
West of Pittsburgh. A new 1i
miles in length is to be  ¢o
by the Pittsburgh, Cincinnati,
and St. Louls Rallway eomblﬁ!
Handle), commencing at Chesta
Va., and skirting the south bank'@
Ohio river east as far as the
of Raccoon creek, which is ab
miles below Beaver. The Pan 1
now has a branch, known as itg'N
Cumberiand branch, from Ni
berland Junction, just east
benvills on the main line,
throngh the thriving industrial |
of Weirton, New Cumberland
Chester, a distance of app!
twenty-three miles and the
will be a continuation of thi

S
Mary Pickford the beautiful *
Aclress, says: o AT
“It is easy for a pretty girl to]l
good if she is rich, but a prel \
who is poor has a lot of temp
The pretty girl who is ‘goor i8]
bit in the position of the boy
grocery shop. -5
“A grocer leaned over th
and yelled at the boy who stood
to an apple barrel: E <
“Are you trying to steal them
boy ?" i
“No, sir,”" the boy faltered.
tryin' not to.” iRy

L

THE CHAP WHO COURTS MO
THAN ONE GIRL AT A TIME
COURTING TROUBLE. :

A SENSIBLE START.

The couple were married
home of the bride’s parenth,
they will remain until the brid
gets a jobh.—The Centralia (Mo,
fer. -

HAD TO OBEY ORDERS. "
An ol colored uncle was Tound
“the preacher prowling in his b
late one night. :
“Uncle Calhoun,” sald the
sternly, “it can't be good “f
rheumatism to be prowling’
here in the rain and cold.”
"Doctors orders, sah,” the old.
answered. A
“Doctors orders?” gald th
er. “Did he tell you to go®
around all night?” :
“No sah, not exactly, sul,”%gal
Uncle Cal; “but he done ordersd:
chicken broth.” L

FACETIOUS,
It is announced that in & ni
ing to be erected in this city
there are to bs bachelor ¢
dumb wafter is to be
wonld be well too if she was
blind.—The Sapulpa (kla.)

Hear C. J. Schuck, of Wheeling,
Senator Meredith discuss the

The West Virginian (s on
ery evening at the followin

BUTCHER & SA

-
=

Car Station. ;
WATBON BUILDING NEWS.
Main Watson Bt

entrance :
FAIRMONT NEWS 00, 134
Street. :
CLYDE 8. HOLT, Main Btires
MORAN & SPRINGER, corper; B!
and Water streets, . 1
7. H. M'CLOBKEY, corner.
Locust avenue,

HAMILTON DRUG CO,
and Virginia avenue,

JAMES GALLIHER, dorn
dand Virginia avenue,




